LETTERS TO HIS CHILDREN

and bread, and some wine contributed by a wealthy
yonng Spaniard who rode up from a neighboring
coffee ranch.

Yesterday afternoon we embarked again, and
that evening the crew gave a theatrical enter-
tainment on the afterdeck, closing with three
boxing bouts. I send you the program. It was
great fun, the audience being equally enraptured
with the sentimental songs about the flag, and
the sailor's true love and his mother, and with
the jokes (the most relished of which related to
the fact that bed-bugs were supposed to be so
large that they had to be shot!) and the skits
about the commissary and various persons and
deeds on the ship. In a way the freedom of com-
ment reminded me a little of the Roman triumphs,
when the excellent legendaries recited in verse
and prose, anything they chose concerning the
hero in whose deeds they had shared and whose
triumphs they were celebrating. The stage, well
lighted, was built on the aftermost part of the
deck. We sat in front with the officers, and the
sailors behind us in masses on the deck, on the
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